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Thou haft rcdcemd thy loft opinion, 

And flicwd thou makeft fome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

‘Prince. O God, they did me too much iniurie. 

That euer laid, Ibearkned toyour death: 

If it were fo, I might hauelet a'one 
T he infulting hand of Douglas ouer you, 

VV hich would haue beene as fpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world, 

And fau athe trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to (flijton, lie to S. Nicholas Gawfey. Em, 
Enter Hotjpar. 

Hot. If I mi flake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

Prince. Thou fpeaklt, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name i s Harry Percy. 

Prince . Why then I fee a very valiant Rebel! of that name. 

I am theprtnee of Wales •, and thinke not Percy, 

To fliare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne. 

Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales, 

Hot. Now ihattit Harryl for the houreis come, 

Toend theoneofvs; and would to God, 

T hy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 

Prince. He make it greater, ere I part from thee, 

Andallthy budding Honours on thy Creft 
lie crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Faljhclffe. 

Falf. Well faid Hal, to it Hal, Nay, you lhallfinde no Boyes 
playheere, Icantellyou. 

Enter Dowglas ; hefghts with Falftalffe, hefals downs as', 
if he were dead, the Prtnce ktlleth Percy, 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth, 

I better breoke thelolfe of brittlelife. 

Then thofeproud Titles thou haft won of me, 

They wound my thoughts worfe,then the fword my flefh ? 


Henry the Fourth, 

But thought’s the flauc of life, and life times foole, 

And Time that takes furuey of all the world , 

Mull haue a flop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tenge : no Percy, thou art duft, 

And food for , 

Prince. For Worms, braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 

Uhveau’d Ambition, how much art thou Ihrunke? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

A Kingdome for it, was too fmall a bound. 

But now two paces of the vileft earth, 

Isroome enough : this earth that beares the dead, 

Bearesnotaliue fo flout a Gentleman, 
lfthou wert fenfible of curtefie, 

I fliouldnot make fo great a fhew of zeale : 

Butletmy fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe,Ilc thanke my felfe 
For doing chefe faire rites of tendernelfe, 

Adieu, andtake thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy (leepe with thee in the graue, 

Butnotremembaed in thy Epitaph. 

He Ip let b Falflalffe on the ground.. 

What, old acquaintance, could not all this flefli 
Keepe in a little life? poore Iacke farewell : 

1 could haue better (par’d a better man f 
0, 1 (hould haue a heauy mifte of thee, 

If I were much in loue with vanitie ; 

Dtath hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweldwilllfcethee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by nobl £>Percy lie. 

Falflalffe rifeth vp. 

Falf, Imboweld ? if thou imbowellme today , Ilegiueyou 
ieaue to powder me , and eate mee top to morrow. Zicud, t’was 
hnie to counterfeit, or tiiat hot termagant Scot had payd mee 
jcotandlat too. Counterfeit? I am no counterfeit* todieisto 
e a counterfeit , for heeis but the counterfeit of a man , who 
!, atn not the life of a man :but to counterfeit dying, when a man 

K.j thereby 
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